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up the illusion and the aroma of a scene in
the printed page. But perhaps if a comparison
be needed, we may turn first, as Dr. Seal
suggests, to Flaubert and his account of
Fdlicite in "The Simple Heart" (Trois Contes,
1879). Of the two, Flaubert is more sure
and artistically exact; Tagore more imagina-
tive, more suggestive of the moods and hidden
spirits of the creatures and places he evokes
with the tale-writer's talisman.
It is the month of Aswin, September, when
the story of the GhSt opens. The soft light
breath of the early winter's morning air instils
new life into men waking from sleep and into
the leaves on the trees. The river is high : we
see the water rising, till all but four steps of
the Ghat are covered, while three old heaps
of bricks are made into islands. The fishing
boats float up with the rising tide; and the
water in its irresponsible gaiety rocks them,
splashing on both sides of them. " It shook
their ears," says the Ghit, "as if in sheer
pleasantry." On the banks the ripe sunshine
lies with a delicious yellow colour, like the
champak flower, such as it has at no other time
of yean The boatmen seize their boats with